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feet from the ground, dead as a duck. I roused up Swain,
and we got him in, and— Well, we 'ad a proper time !
Poor woman, I'm sorry for her, sir—though really I think
it's just as well he's gone—he couldn't get upsides with
it anyhow. That camera chap would have given something
for a shot at what we saw there in the moonlight."
' Foggartism in action ! ' thought Michael, bitterly. ' So
endeth the First Lesson ! '
The hut looked lonely in the threading moonlight and
the bitter wind. Inside, Mrs. Bergfeld was kneeling beside
the body placed on the deal table, with a handkerchief
over its face. Michael put a hand on her shoulder. She
gave him a wild look, bowed her head again, and her lips
began moving. ' Prayer ! * thought Michael. £ Catholic—
of course ! ' He took Boddick aside. " Don't let her see
Swain. I'll talk to him."
When the police and the doctor came in, he button-
holed the hair-dresser, whose shadowy face looked ghastly
in the moonlight. He seemed much upset.
" You'd better come down to the house for the night,
Swain."
"All right, sir. I never meant to hurt the poor beggar.
But he did carry on so, and I've got my own trouble. I
couldn't stand 'im monopolism' misfortune the way he
does. When the inquest's over, I'm off. If I can't get
some sun soon, I'll be as dead as 5im."
Michael was relieved.  Boddick would be left alone.
When at last he got back to the house with Swain,
Fleur was asleep. He did not wake her to tell her the news,
but lay a long time trying to get warm, and thinking of
that great obstacle to all salvation—the human element.
And, mingled with his visions of the woman beside that
still, cold body were longings for the warmth of the young
body close to him.

